THE    MEMOIRS    OF
*I don't know what you mean to do/ he said to the others
in a voice that was rough with suppressed passion, 'but I'll
never be taken alive, and I won't be the only man killed,
either.*
McCoy and Smith both swore they meant to die fighting,
and the three desperate ruffians shook hands all round and
prepared for the battle. Rashleigh they neglected, and he
crept away into a thicket, lying still behind a log, where he
could see everything unobserved.
The spot they had chosen stood high, a shallow valley
running between them and their pursuers, and the ground
in front was practically treeless. McGufEn was first to see
the men who had lately tortured him and raped the girl he
loved.
'Here are the murdering, ravishing dogs at last. Hurrah!'
he cried in a joyous voice. 'Down the swine, my lads.'
He fired his piece at Foxley as he spoke, but missed him,
the bushrangers having each selected a tree for cover.
The two young Shannavan boys, and the two mounted
policemen riding behind them,joined McGufEn in his cheer.
They fired a volley and then, flinging down their carbines,
the policemen drew their sabres and galloped up the hill
towards the bushrangers, who were now attacked in the rear
by a party of blacks armed with spears and boomerangs.
The cutting off of their retreat meant nothing to the attacked
men, for they had no thought of flight. Foxley stood his
ground unflinchingly, and roared back a cheer of his own
in answer to McGufEn's.
'Don't fire until the beggars are close up,' he ordered
Smith and McCoy.
He waited until McGufEn was on the point of riding
him down before he fired, bringing down horse and rider
in a heap. McGufEn, however, was unwounded. He had
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